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Summary: Sam and Dean have a baby sister, and because of John's death 
they're forced to look after her. They suddenly find out she has 
supernatural powers and now they have to take care of a powerful, yet 
adorable one year old. 


1 . Chapter 1 
-CHAPTER ONE- 

"Dean, how's MaryJo?" Sam asked, sitting at the table with his head 
in his hands. 

"She finally fell asleep. After like, five hours of screaming." Dean 
groaned, walking slowly into the kitchen, rubbing his eyes. Suddenly 
a loud wail echoed through the house. "Sam, you go deal with heraC 1 " 
Sam stood up wearily. 

"We didn't think about the fact that Dad dying would mean we'd have 
to take care of a one-year-old." He said, trudging out of the room. 
The screams got louder as Sam walked down the hallway to MaryJo ' s 
room. Sam stumbled into the nursery and stepped next to the crib. 
MaryJo looked up at her big brother, tears staining her cheeks and 
her puffy red face a contrast to her bright green eyes, which were 
shiny with held back tears. Sam sighed softly and picked her 
up . 

"Can't you sleep for ten minutes, MaryJo?" He whispered. The baby's 
crying quieted as Sam held her. MaryJo ' s eyes slowly closed while Sam 
hummed the only song he could think of. Dead or Alive. Sam slowly 
lowered her back into the crib, trying to make sure she stayed 
asleep. As soon as Sam pulled away from MaryJo, her eyes popped open 
and the bawling began again. Sam sighed and lifted her from the crib 
again. Sam walked out of the nursery and back into the kitchen. 


"I don't think she wants to sleep. Dean." Dean was sitting at the 



table with his head down on his folded arms. "Dude!" Sam said, 
slapping his shoulder. Dean lifted his head, his eyes 
bleary . 

"Sorry. Just trying to get some shut-eye." He said, standing up. 

"I don't know what to do. She just won't stay asleep." Sam groaned. 
Dean took MaryJo from Sam. 

"Listen kid, you're gonna go to sleep. You're gonna stay asleep. And 
you're gonna like it, alright?" He said, looking down at the baby. 
MaryJo blinked her big eyes and giggled. Dean sighed and then 
smiled . 

"I'm going to try one more time. If she doesn't stay asleep this 
time, I don't know. Google it or something." Dean went back into 
MaryJo ' s room and sat down on the rocking chair. "You just love 
torturing us, don't you." He said softly. Dean rocked back and forth 
in the chair for a few minutes until Mary Jo ' s eyes fluttered and then 
closed completely. He slowly stood up and gently laid her back into 
the crib. 

"Please stay asleepa€l" Dean whispered. He slowly retreated from the 
room, still listening for the shrill screams that usually came after 
they put MaryJo back into the crib. No sound came from the nursery, 
so Dean closed the door as quietly as he could and sighed with 
relief 


2 . Chapter 2 
-CHAPTER TWO- 

Sam shot up and looked at the clock. He and Dean had both been 
sleeping for two hours. He rubbed his eyes and listened for the sound 
of MaryJo crying. Sam heard nothing, and that terrified him. He 
jumped up from the couch and smacked Dean, who was sleeping, curled 
up in the chair. Dean didn't move, so Sam smacked him harder. 

"Dude, what the hecka€ 1 " Dean grumbled. 

"It's been two hours, and MaryJo hasn't made a sound. Something's 
wrong." Sam said. Dean's eyes immediately opened and he sprang up. 

Sam and Dean ran down the hall to the nursery and threw the door 
open. The room was complete chaos. The crib was knocked sideways, the 
rocking chair was smashed to bits and her teddy bear, Franklin was up 
in flames. 

"MaryJo?!" Dean shouted. Sam pointed and rushed over to the wall, 
where MaryJo was seemingly floating. Sam snatched her and held her 
tightly . 

"Dean, put out the fire!" Dean grabbed the burning teddy bear and 
stomped on it, extinguishing the flame. Dean looked around at the 
mess and then over to MaryJo. "What the heck happened in here?! Did 
MaryJo turn into a baby dragon or something? ! " Sam looked just as 
baffled. "Is she now like Jack-Jack from The Incredibles? Is she a 
'super-baby'?" Dean kept shouting. 


"Dean! Shut up!" Sam shouted back. Dean calmed down a little, then 



leant down and picked up the half-burnt teddy bear. 


"Sorry, Sammy." Dean said softly. Sam was visibly upset at the fact 
that the teddy bear, a gift to him from Mary, had burned, but he was 
trying not to react too much. 

"Okay. Get MaryJo out of here and I'll try to clean up this mess." 

Sam left the room with MaryJo. Dean stood in the middle of the 
nursery and looked around, extremely confused about how MaryJo, their 
one-year old sister, had caused such a mess. 


3 . Chapter 3 
-CHAPTER THREE- 

Sam and Dean sat at the kitchen table, Sam still holding 
MaryJo . 

"Soooa€ 1 MaryJo is magical?" Dean queried. 

Sam shrugged. "She's just a baby. I don't understand how she could've 
destroyed the nursery like that." 

Dean ran his hands over his face. "Well, are we so sure if was 
MaryJo?" Sam shrugged again. 

"Dude, who else would it have been? A demon? An angel? And also, it 
looked like MaryJo was floating. Eloating, man! Unless she's 
possessed, I think our baby sister has some sort of special 
powers . " 

"I just... that can't be possible." Dean sighed. "I need a beer. You 
want one?" He asked, standing up and going to the fridge. Sam shook 
his head. 

Dean took a swig of his beer as he sat back down. 

"So what do we do about our magical baby sister?" Sam 
asked . 

"Honestly Sammy, I've got no friggin idea. She floats randomly, she 
friggin breaks crap and lights stuff on fire. We can't leave her 
alone or she'll kill herself. One of us will have to keep an eye on 
her at all times." Dean said. 

"And what happens if she does start floating?" Sam asked, looking 
down at MaryJo." 

"Grab her. With your giant legs you could reach her if she was on the 
freakin ceiling." Dean chuckled. 

Sam smiled, and then stopped. Elashbacks of Jess raced through his 
head as he thought of MaryJo floating to the ceiling. 

Dean saw the pained look on Sam's face, so he waved his hands in 
front of Sam. "Dude, you okay?" 

Sam blinked quickly, rubbing the tears from his eyes. "Yeah. I'm 
fine." He said. "I think she's okay to put down now." Sam stood up 



and set MaryJo gently into her playpen. He turned around and glanced 
at Dean's beer. 


"Think you could go for that beer now?" Dean asked, smirking. 

"Yeah, I could." Sam said. 

Dean stood up and went to the fridge again. Sam ran his hands through 
his hair, a million thoughts running through his head. 

"Dean, I think we should-" Sam started, but was cut off by the sound 
of flames bursting. He spun around and was greeted with the sight of 
MaryJo completely engulfed in flames. 

"Sam!" Dean shouted, dropping the beer bottle and shattering it on 
the ground. 

Sam bolted over to MaryJo and snatched her from the playpen. The 
flames immediately vanished, and MaryJo was completely unharmed. 

Sam gulped in a breath as he clutched MaryJo tightly to his 
chest . 

"Uh... don't put her down, Sammy." Dean said. 


4 . Chapter 4 
-CHAPTER FOUR- 

Sam face was a mixture of sheer horror and panic. "What the crap?!" 
He shouted, still holding MaryJo close. 

Dean looked extremely bewildered. "I have no friggin idea." 

"I guess we can never leave her alone? Ever?" 

Dean sighed. "Give her to me. You look exhausted, go sleep for a 
while. I'll make sure she doesn't explode... or something." 

Sam handed MaryJo to Dean, and then went and collapsed onto the 
couch . 

Dean paced the kitchen, MaryJo still in his arms. He stopped in the 
center of the room and then looked straight up. "This better work.." 
Dean breathed. "Castiel! I need to talk to you, Cas, now!" 

There was a rustling of wings and Cas appeared behind Dean. 

"Hello, Dean." Cas said as Dean turned. 

"Cas, what's happening with MaryJo?!" 

Cas just stared curiously at MaryJo, silent. 

"Cas ! " 


Cas still didn't speak. 

"Castiel, answer -" Dean started, but was cut off as MaryJo seemingly 



exploded into flames. Dean jumped, nearly dropping the baby in his 
surprise . 

Gas's eyes widened as the flames disappeared. "Dean, it appears the 
child has learned how to spontaneously combust. Is that 
normal ? " 

Dean gave Gas a befuddled look. 

"Dean, your baby is broken." Gas said, looking slightly worried. 
"Dean, why is your baby broken? ! " 

Dean sighed and ran a hand over his face. "That's what I was going to 
ask you. Gas! Gan't you tell why?!" 

Gas looked down at Mary Jo and then back at Dean. "It appears she's 
been cursed . " 

"Gursed? ! " Dean exclaimed. 

"Yes, that's what I said." 

Dean sighed again. "By who?" 

"A witch, Acantha." 

"Never heard of her. But can you lift the curse from MaryJo?" 

Gas stepped forward and laid two fingers on MaryJo ' s 
forehead . 

"Well?" Dean asked, impatient. 

"It doesn't seem to be working." 

Suddenly an angel-dispelling rune appeared on MaryJo ' s forehead, and 
Gastiel was thrown backwards into the wall. 

The crash startled Sam awake, causing him to fall off the couch. 

Sam gathered his wits and jumped up, looking strangely at Gastiel, 
who was crumpled on the ground. 

"Oh, hi Sam." Dean said. 

Gas groaned and stood up slowly. "Good morning Sam. Sorry I woke you, 
but the child just slammed me into the wall." 

Sam looked over at MaryJo, who giggled and squealed. 

"She exploded while you slept, too." Gas said. 

"We found out that she was cursed by a witch, A-Gandy or whatever." 
Dean said. 

"Acantha, Dean." Gas chimed in. 

"Yeah, that. Anyway, Gas can't heal her for some stupid 
reason . " 



"There's an angel dispelling rune!" Cas chimed in again. 

"Yeah, whatever." 

Sam rubbed his eyes. "So how do we lift the curse from her?" 

"I'm not sure. I've always been able to lift witch curses." Cas 
said . 

Dean groaned. "Cas, you're really unhelpful today. Sam, go find any 
books on witches. I'll stay here with MaryJo so she doesn ' ta€ 1 explode 
again . " 

Sam nodded, grabbed the keys to the Impala and left. 

Cas stood near the wall, still staring at MaryJo. 

"Cas, what the heck, dude. Why are you eyeing her like that?!" 

Cas tore his eyes from MaryJo and looked at Dean. "I'm trying to 
understand why an angel dispelling rune appeared on her forehead, and 
who put it there." 

Before Dean could speak, the front door flew open. In stepped Crowley 
and two of his demons. 

"Hello, boys . " 


End 
f lie . 



